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The most tragic mistake a reader can make is to assume it’s only fiction.


Chapter One

Table Service

Debby and I sat at the table, silent and watchful. We were at the narrow ends, with the length of the table between us. Our two male companions sat at the sides enjoying our company; conversing, laughing politely, attending to our every need.  The food was delicious and varied, expensive and perfectly prepared. From a distance it would appear to be a normal social occasion. Then you would begin to notice the odd things that were happening.

With courteous attention the men would pick up our fork or spoon, dip it into the food, and place it carefully in our mouths. When we glanced down at our champagne glasses, the men raised them slowly to our lips while we sipped. Debby and I never touched our silverware  or napkins. We kept our arms stretched straight out horizontal and level to our sides, our hands always beyond the corners of the polished wood table, quite unmoving, never using them. We couldn’t. Our wrists were cuffed to the silver chains secured to the strong metal poles rising from the floor, ending level with our shoulders. The tension on our wrists was just short of painful, but uncomfortable enough to be a constant reminder of our vulnerable predicament.

Under the table our micro-skirted bare legs were spread wide, our ankles cuffed and chained to the ring bolts in the floor, positioned wider apart than the classic design table legs. Our blouses gaped open, shamelessly refusing to conceal our lack of bras. The half-exposed nakedness of our generously jutting breasts delighted the two handsome men dining with us. When there was a momentary lull in the conversation I looked across the length of the table and spoke softly, “I’m sorry I got you into this, Debby. It sounded like a fun idea when we were giddy with champagne, but now...”

“It’s OK, Traci. Mark and David don’t look evil, just mysterious, and a little bit scary. Being held captive for a while is kind of dangerous, but—golly, it’s exciting. Do you feel it, too?” Her lip trembled as she tried to smile. “I’m scared, but gee, I’m having fun.”

Mark and David laughed quietly along with her nervous giggle. “She’s right,” David said. He leaned toward me, lifted my chin slightly with his fingertips and kissed me with a long, lingering tongue massage inside my mouth. He sat back in his chair, but his fingertips remained. They traced the curve of the heavy, leather collar locked around my neck, then drifted down to feel an erotic path between my shivering breasts. His mouth tightened to an almost cruel seriousness. “You are too trusting, my naïve and pretty little captive, and now you are both the helpless prisoners of wicked and cruel villains.”

I thought I heard more than a hint of taunting in his voice. The safety of their promises was fading, but I didn’t want to accuse them with only my imagination as evidence. Besides—I tugged at my restraints—it was useless, Debby and I were too late to say no!

“Are you girls too warm with your clothes on?” Mark asked.

Debby nodded, her face flushed with champagne and embarrassment.

This is the reason Debby and I agreed to be kept prisoners and defenseless. Debby is so shy and inhibited, but she has a healthy desperation for sex. Me, too. She never could have an orgasm with that dork of a boyfriend she clung to back in Iowa. She and I wanted sex with real men who knew how to give a woman orgasm after orgasm, and being chained this way we don’t have to feel guilty, just squirming helplessly while enjoying the excitement of being ravished.

Well, here we are, about to get our wish. We asked for it, and I hope we didn’t make a terrible mistake. We took a huge risk, handing our bodies over in captivity to a couple of strange men we met only a few hours ago.

David leaned over toward me. “How about you, Traci? Are you comfortable?” He touched my shoulder and I felt the tremble in his fingers.

I guess I was trembling, too. With only the light from the two candles on the table, this basement room was as dark and intimidating as a dungeon. This Friday evening had started out so ordinary... 

***

A tall, good-looking man with dark hair was dragging a willing Debby across the night club dance floor toward me, a victorious grin on his face.

“Traci,” Debby said, “This is Mark. He and his friend David want to dance with us. How about it?” She tossed her gleaming black pageboy hair and the sparkle in her eyes matched the facets of light reflected from her scandalously short blue-sequined cocktail dress.

“Sure,” I replied. Traci and I had both lost our wimpy boyfriends - such as they were - when we moved to northern Arizona three months earlier. With the terrible loneliness I felt, and the wine buzzing in my head, I welcomed the attention.

David was waltzing solo behind them, a light-haired, artistic, tall and muscular type. He was dressed in a rich dark, claret color turtleneck and black slacks. “May we?” he asked, extending his hand politely.

“Sure.” I stood up, noticing how he stared at my legs, almost their entire length showing below the hem of my red velvet dress. It was even higher and more daring than Debby’s. My face was flushed with the cocktails and naughty thoughts swirling in my head.

A few dances later we four were sitting together in a dim corner, a lone candle making our faces appear to float in the darkness. Debby’s raven black hair stroked her neck, complimenting her ruby cupid’s-bow mouth. My strawberry-blonde pelt nuzzled my shoulders and bare back. I casually brushed it back and licked my lips absentmindedly.

I was reeling from the masculine scent of cologne and dancing with the press of a hard-muscled male body against mine. I could feel it…and so could Debby; something animal, something sexually magnetic, some secret male power these men had. Debby and I glowed in the aura of attention these mature, handsome males showered on us. They were real men! Not like those pimply pizza boys whose imaginations always pawed at our breasts and lifted our skirts.

I was dreaming fantasies about David and I...

“Dave and I haven’t had dinner yet,” Mark was saying, “how about you ladies joining us? Are you hungry?”

“Famished,” I replied.

Debby blushed and nodded, smiling.

David reached in front of me and squeezed my hands gently in his. “Mark knows a fantastic place for us to eat. Nice and private, and we can be free to enjoy ourselves without worrying about who’s watching and listening.

“Where is this place?” I asked.

“Let’s have another drink before we discuss it,” Mark said with a smile. He and David glanced at each other.

I know that look...

The waitress brought an ice bucket with champagne, and the men toasted Debby’s beauty, then mine. David put his arm around my shoulders and I snuggled against him.

“Mark and I have this place about fifteen miles from here up in the hills—a nice house—and we have a live-in Italian cook. She makes everything taste...well...you’ll just have to find out for yourself”

“Oh, gee,” Debby said with the slightest of alcoholic slurs, “I’d like that, but...I don’t know if we should ...”

“Listen,” Mark said, his voice a mere whisper, “I think I know what you want to say. What would you say if I told you there is a way to make it OK—make everything that happens my responsibility—Dave’s responsibility. Dave and I have everything arranged for you to enjoy the most wonderful weekend of your lives. We would have total control over you; everything you do, and everything you feel. And since you would never have the opportunity to make a decision, or have the freedom to prevent what happens to you, you would never have to feel guilty or ashamed of having the fun of being unable to control what you are doing and feeling.”

“Doing and feeling what?” Debby asked.

“Let’s have another bottle of champagne while I explain my idea,” Mark said.

It was crazy! It was wild! But Debby and I looked at each other, tipsy grins on our lonely lips.

“We agree!” Debby said in a husky voice.

“Great!” Mark’s voice was so masculine and sexy he made my belly tighten.

Damn, I’m horny!

My knees were weak as we left and walked to their car. David opened the rear door of the Lexus and Debby got in with Mark. I rode in the front with David, my dizzy head resting against his shoulder. He shoved a CD into the player and soft, enticing music lulled us to perfect contentment. The trip through the shimmering suburbs and out into the wooded hills of northern Arizona was a magic carpet ride.

Are we nuts? But they are so handsome and polite.

I looked out the side window and saw a star plummet from the velvet canopy of sky down into the hills where we were heading.

I wish - I wish - I wish for this to be OK. It’s got to be OK! I’m so horny for a man, and so is Debby. We’re going to enjoy this—I hope!

David was talking on his cell phone. He was saying something about clothing styles and sizes.

***

Even in the dark we could tell this was no ordinary house. It was more like a one story mansion crouching against a cliff in the rocky foothills. Hardly any windows, and those were tiny, and the flat roof made it look too much like an asylum. Mark’s Lexus pulled into the driveway cut through the rock and soil of the hill, and a windowless steel garage door rolled open. Not up overhead, but sideways, into the hillside. David drove the car inside and the door rumbled shut behind us before the light came on. I shivered when I heard the barrier lock thud into place.

“We don’t like nosy neighbors,” David said.

What neighbors? There wasn’t another house within five miles!

“Hey,” I said, “my seat belt won’t release and my door won’t unlock.”

David turned and smiled at me. “Just a precaution in case you changed your minds and decided to leave before the excitement begins.”

Ting-a-ling-a-ling! The goose bumps alarm was ringing silently in my head. Nah, he’s just kidding—I hope.

David reached his left hand under his seat pressing something. Debby’s and my seat belts popped apart, and the door locks released.  Mark was already outside, opening the door. We stepped out onto the dark blue carpet and I felt the brisk rush of an air-conditioned breeze.

In the wall to our left was another door, metal and windowless. There was no handle or knob. It was opened from the inside by a short but curvaceous Spanish-looking girl of about nineteen; barely older than Debby and I.

She had long, shiny black hair falling behind her to her waist and was wearing a skimpy, backless maid’s uniform of crisp black satin.  It was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra, with only the gauzy white top of her lace-trimmed apron to barely cover her generous breasts. The frilly lace trim of her flared skirt was at least three inches above the tops of her sheer white stockings. Shiny white satin garters held them up. Gleaming black stiletto heels flattered her tiny feet.

“Come in, Senioritas,” she said in a heavy accent.

“This is Consenta,” David said. “She takes care of the house when we are away.” He hugged me, “And she takes care of Mark and me when we are home.”

Her genuine smile showed two white rows of perfect teeth. “Wow,” I whispered to Debby, “introduce me to her orthodontist.

“Not on our meager waitressing wages,” Debby whispered back. “I wish I could afford her cosmetic surgery, just look at her vivacious tits!”

We went inside, through a foyer into the hallway. Through one archway I saw a kitchen big enough for the Ritz Hotel. “That’s Lucrezia, our Italian cook,” David said. “M-m-m-m, smells like dinner is almost ready.”

“Can I freshen up a bit?” Debby asked. “The dancing and champagne have made me...” She turned to Consenta, “...do you  have a bit of deodorant I might borrow?”

“Oh, Senioritas, we have thought of that. Both of you and Masters Mark and David will enjoy a hot shower before dinner.”

“Separately, of course,” David said. “One bathroom for you, a separate one for Mark and me.”

“Come, Senioritas, I will assist you.”

Debby and I waited until the men disappeared around a turn down the hall and we heard a door open and shut. Then we followed Consenta around a turn in the other direction. The bathroom was bigger than our apartment, the sunken tub larger than our bathroom!

Consenta smiled at Debby and me looking down into the tub with delight. “Perhaps the Masters will let you have a bath tomorrow, but tonight you use the shower. It’s hot, and there are plenty of white, fluffy towels.”

There were three shower stalls along the wall. “One for you, one for Seniorita Debby, and,” she grinned, “I already took my shower.” She tugged her skimpy flared skirt out to the sides and danced a pirouette around us, showing off her perfectly curved legs.

“Whose are these?” Debby asked. She touched the blouses and skirts hanging in an alcove.

“Oh, Senioritas, they are fresh clean clothes for you. Your clothes will be sent out to be cleaned in the morning. Choose what you like. Many colors and sizes are there.”

“But not many styles,” I said. “Just silk blouses and miniskirts.”

“Mini-skirts?” Debby asked. She held one against her waist. “More like microscopic skirts!”

“They are special made by Master’s instructions. Very good material and sewing, si?”

“Excellent material and sewing,” I replied. Well, I wasn’t surprised, or shocked. Champagne and hormones are perfect antidotes for shame.

Consenta helped us undress and disappeared with all our clothing.  Debby was singing in the shower, and I accompanied her from mine. She has a wonderful singing voice, and I envy her.

Consenta returned and called us out of the showers. Her arms were filled with a hill of white towels. She examined our naked bodies with bold, approving eyes. “You have magnificent bodies, Senioritas. Caramba! You will make Masters Mark and David very happy to see you so beautiful. That is good.” She gave us a impish smile and stretched her arms straight up beside her head and weaved her hips sensually. “You will discover how thrilling it is, being kept chained up while Masters Mark and David play with you.” She giggled and sat down on the vinyl lounge chair.

“Hey,” I said, “where are our bras and panties?”

“Oh-h-h, Seniorita Traci, it is against the rules! Masters Mark and David say, ‘No bra, no panty. and no-o-o-o pantyhose! just nice skirt and blouse for Senioritas Traci and Debby, nothing more to spoil the fun.”

We had stopped drying and stood like statues, staring at each other “Oh, what the hell,” I said after a moment. “They told us what they would do with us if we came home with them, and we said, ‘Yes’.”

“It’s OK, if that’s really the only thing they will do to us,” Debby added.

“Senioritas,” Consenta said with a bubbly smile, “They do it to me much; and see? I am happy.” Her white teeth flashed in the soft light.

Debby and I each selected a skirt and blouse and started to put them on.

“Oh Senioritas, you must pee first, before you get dressed.” She pointed at the deluxe toilet stool in the corner.

Debby went first. I chose a yellow blouse and a cinnamon skirt. Debby had a white blouse and pale blue skirt. They both reached only a few inches below our naked vaginas.

“I feel a draft,” she said, giggling.

“I expect that’s not all we’re going feel creeping under our skirts,” I replied.

Consenta escorted us out the door and down the hall to a salon-type room where Mark and David were waiting. They had dressed in black evening suits, very handsome and distinguished. Their elegant politeness and smiles relaxed my anxieties.

Mark stepped toward us, two long black cloths in his hand. “Now, Traci, Debby, we must ask you to understand and trust us for a few minutes. Our dining and...entertainment rooms are...uh...quite private. We like to keep our entertainment... well... secret and undisturbed. That’s why we ask our first-time visitors to wear a blindfold while we take them there. Are you comfortable with that?”

“Blindfold?” I asked. “I’m not sure I want to...”

“We can always take you home, instead, of course,” Mark said. He had stopped smiling.

Debby made a tiny gasp and turned her moist eyes toward mine. “Home? To what? Greasy hamburgers and TV reruns? Just imagine that dinner waiting for us here. Please, Traci, let’s just let them blindfold us. David said it would only be for a few minutes.” She wrapped her arms around Mark’s large waist and looked into his face, her eyes glistening. “I want you, Mark, I want to feel your body pressing against mine,” she ducked her head and blushed, “without any clothes on.” She looked up into his face, her eyes wet with tears. “Please don’t send us away.”

“You got brave in a hurry,” I said.

Mark and David were looking at me impatiently. “Okay, I’m in for the game. Blindfold me.”

I could tell by the echoes when we were walking in a hallway; by the feel of the lush carpet under my high-heels when we went through rooms. Doors opened before us, closed behind us. And always we heard the dreadful snick of a lock to drive home the fact that we were now prisoners, no longer free to leave. I had given up that chance for both Debby and me. Finally, after a dozen of confusing turns and doubling back, a heavy door thudded shut behind us, the clunk of its steel bolt locking it with the frightening finality of our imprisonment. We stopped and our blindfolds were pulled off. I breathed a sigh of relief and thankfulness. My courage had abandoned me in the darkness of the blindfold. Have I made a stupid and dangerous choice to let these strange men take us home with them? My foolish vulnerability was beginning to fuel the panic rising in my belly.

Mark and David, Debby and I, were standing in a tiny concrete-walled room at the top of a long flight of stairs leading down. There were handrails mounted to the walls on both sides of the concrete steps.

“We removed your blindfolds so these stairs wouldn’t frighten you,” David said. “Please be careful in your high heels.”

We stepped carefully down from step to step as I counted. Twenty-four steps. Hm-m-m, at eight inches per step—damn! We’re sixteen feet down. Must have high ceilings in their basement.

There was another one of those featureless steel doors at the  bottom. A row of numbered push buttons was mounted flush in the wall at eye level. Mark shielded the buttons from our eyes and tapped in a combination. The door slid open sideways into the thick concrete wall.

“Welcome, girls, to our very private world.” Mark and David led us through.

It was dim inside, the only light coming from two candles on the dinner table. The furnishings looked elegant and normal. Crystal and fine china graced the table. There were four cushioned walnut chairs waiting for us. Everything else was too strange or too shadowed for us to see clearly.

Four thick metal poles were sticking up from the floor, positioned about shoulder height for a seated person, and seven feet apart, positioned out from the four corners of the table. The walls were painted black, as was the vaulted ceiling and the floor. The room was constructed and decorated to look like the inside of a castle.

Consenta reappeared with a large tray of food. Her skimpy maid’s uniform had changed, now letting her large naked breasts jiggle in full view as she flaunted them with pride. In addition to her uniform, she was now wearing a feathered black mask and a wide black leather collar around her neck. A shiny metal ring hung from the front. It flashed and glittered in the candlelight.

“It’s gold-plated,” she said, toying with the metal ring with pride. She showed us the leather cuffs locked around her wrists and ankles, also with gold-plated rings. “They are lined with real mink fur. Master Mark says he paid five hundred dollars for them!” Her smile was as prominent as her breasts.

Her long, shapely legs scissored provocatively as she moved around the table, positioning our napkins and serving the first course. Mark smiled and spoke a few words to her in Spanish. She kissed him lightly, then took Mark and David’s jackets and hung them along the wall near the door.

David turned and smiled at us. “Please, girls, you may remove your shoes here. Your feet will feel more comfortable.” I glanced at him and Mark, but their faces were masks of sincerity. Debby and I slipped out of our high-heels and felt the warmth in the heated concrete floor. Mark politely led Debby over to the table. She hesitated looking wide-eyed at the locking leather cuffs connected to the chains dangling from the thick steel poles.

“It will be all right,” Mark whispered in her ear. He took her gently into his arms and kissed her tenderly.

“Please, you won’t hurt me, will you?” she asked.

“I’ll be good, very good, when we play our games with your body”

“Okay.” Debby sighed and sat down slowly. She bent her head forward and closed her eyes as he took her hand and pulled it over toward the pole. Her arm was stretched out straight and level from her shoulder. I looked away as the dark band of stiff leather closed like a hungry mouth around her wrist.

“Traci?” David put his arm around my slim waist and led me to the table. I sat down across from Debby without a word, watching silently while David gripped my hand firmly and pulled my arm straight out from my side. The spacing of the poles must have been custom designed for girls our size, as Debby and I couldn’t touch them with our fingertips. The sensual feel of sheared mink squeezed tight around my wrist as the metal of the cuff lock snickered shut.

No turning back...I’m getting scared...too late, too late!

David moved behind me to the other pole and pulled my other arm out straight. The tight leather cuff trapped my other wrist in its merciless grip. David pressed a button in the pole and the chains tightened with a sinister clicking noise, stretching my arms straight and taut. Debby’s arms were stretched tight, too. I was David’s helpless captive; Debby was Mark’s.

I’m trapped! I can’t defend my body from whatever these men enjoy doing to captive girls. They can do anything to us, and Debby and I can’t stop them! Oh, please don’t let them be ax murderers. Gawd, I’m getting hot!

David’s predatory eyes leered at my defenseless breasts, pressing prominently outward, so noticeably vulnerable against the silky fabric of my blouse. My tingling nipples responded to being the feminine prey of his musky sexual interest. They swelled, poking forward, straining to impress their obvious shape into the silk of my blouse. They had minds of their own, lissome wantons, flirting to tempt a man’s cock out of his pants.

David was looking at them.

Now sure as hell he knows I’m sexually excited by having my body immobilized and my breasts made completely defenseless in the exploring hands of a man. Am I having fun? My nipples are shouting, ‘YES!’ David got down on his knees beside me as Mark did the same beside Debby. I felt his strong grip pulling my ankle. Debby was biting her lip, probably feeling Mark grip her ankle, too. I looked down and watched David spread my leg out to the side and lock the floor-bolted chained cuff around it. Then he crawled around behind me to spread my other leg and imprison my other ankle on its side. I was starting to feel quite warm, and wet. My pleated micro skirt flared open. I could feel the cool air caressing my exposed clitoris.

Can he see my pussy? Of course, silly.

Mark finished spreading and cuffing Debby’s legs. Then they picked up the wide black leather collars lying on our plates and carefully closed one around Debby’s neck and the other around mine. My blood pounded through my veins as I heard the steel jaws of the locks ‘clack’ shut. I felt the strange sensation of the tight, perfect fit of the collar’s grip around my throat.

Both men stood back and gazed happily at us, their silent mouths open and motionless. Their deep and fast breathing sent disturbing chills of suspicion down my spine and into my belly.

They moved their chairs and stood behind them, their hands on their hips. Debby and I looked up. I, for one, utterly uncomfortable with this dreadful feeling of helplessness, and more than a little alarmed about what they would do to us next.

“Girls,” Mark said at last, “when you willingly placed your wrists and ankles into those chained cuffs, and your necks into those slave collars, you passed over a dangerous bridge into a dark, frightening, exciting, and wonderfully delicious land of captivity and sensual ecstasy. You will never find your way back across that bridge to your previous innocence. Returning to that monotonous, boring life is no longer possible. That is no longer your world.  You are forever trapped by your decision, and no matter where you may be, or whoever you are with, you will always desire to be the women that David and I will make you into: sex captives. You will always belong to men like us."

There was a moment of silence while this sank into our consciousness, then Mark went over beside Debby "You look so beautiful when you are chained and helpless." He caressed her raven hair. His voice was husky with fleshly desire. "I’ll enjoy what I’m going to do with your body, Debby. I promise you will too...eventually.”

David drew his fingers softly across my cheek and lips. "And you look lovely, too, my pretty captive.” He bent over and whispered in my ear, his breath hot and damp. “I have you trapped, just the way I want you. I am the spider, and you are my lovely, glittering insect. My lust will feed on your beauty until the beast inside me bursts out of his cage and consumes you with love; and you will be more delicious to me than the sweetest lamb ever was to the hungriest wolf."

Mark went over to the cabinet against the wall behind Debby. He opened a door and removed something small and shiny from a shelf. He walked back to our table and handed it to David.

“Oh, shit!,” I gasped. It was a razor blade. “No, David... no, no, please don’t do it!" I moaned. Debby was crying.

“Traci," David said, "relax. It’s all right. We are not going to hurt you; at least not with this."

Mark was trying to calm Debby. I held my breath and closed my eyes. David touched me, and I felt the movement of his fingers between my breasts.

No pain. What’s he doing?

I risked opening one eye. He was slicing off the buttons from my blouse. They dropped into my lap, one by one, then fell to the floor like pearl tears. David handed the razor back to Mark, and Debby’s blouse was denuded of its buttons. Our outstretched arms were pulling our button-less blouses open, making our barely covered bra-less breasts a delicious target for their hands and nipping teeth. It will take a long time for my pounding heart to settle down, if it ever would.

***

We had finished eating and the masked Consenta had cleared away the dishes. Mark stood up, his face shadowed darkly in the flickering candlelight.

"I’ll turn off the air-conditioning and adjust the warmth so Dave and I can take off our shirts and loosen our belts." He grinned suggestively, "Then we can all be more comfortable." He went to the door, unlocked it with the combination, and went out, locking the door behind him. He was very careful.

They’ve probably done this many times, with lots of other girls.

By the time he returned, the air was warming.

      Mark and David went over to the row of hooks in the wall and removed their shirts. Consenta hung them next to their jackets. Their bare chests and arms were magnificently muscled!

They must work out every day.

Then they slipped off their shoes and socks and Consenta placed them neatly against the wall next to ours. Mark and David stood a moment by the wall, whispering and glancing at us while Debby and I felt our hearts pounding. They were both grinning as they unbuckled their belts and removed them. Even in the near-darkness, Debby and I could see the swelling tent in the crotch of their trousers.

It’s going to happen now...

I felt my skin tingle and flush with the warmth and anticipation of their sexual aggression.

Mark went to one sidewall, David to the other. They were lighting candles in the wall sconces, giving just enough light to be romantic.

If only this room didn’t look so...intimidating.

They walked back to us, smiling like cats which had caught the canaries. David bent over behind me, his breath caressing my neck, his cologne spinning in my mind. "Well Traci, did you enjoy our dinner?" He reached around for my shivering breasts and cupped them in his hands through the silky fabric of my blouse. His male touch on my captive body brought a lump in my throat, and I struggled to speak. My voice was a hoarse squeak. "Yes, David. it was...was... Oh, David, so wonderful," I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. My breath gasped with carnal need.

